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One 


| didn't really think this shit would go on forever. | didn't think it wouldn't. | didn't think about it. | played the 
guitar, that's what | did. It was simpler than what Axl did, and what that was, | wasn't that sure anymore. 


| held the rejected demo tapes in my hands. Rejected by King Axl through some representative. | didn't even 


know the dude. It was some assistant to an assistant, whatever. 


| gazed up at the sky, uniform blue. | saw it through the thick shock of my hair. | tried to fight this feeling of 
not being good enough. It was ridiculous. Who did Axl think he was? 


Was | really going to cry over this shit? | threw the demos to the ground and stomped on them. | had other 
copies, of course. They were good songs and Axl could go screw. Who liked his orchestra and back up choir 
singers? This wasn't fucking Indiana. Church freak. 


But the tears came anyway, and not because Axl didn't like these songs. He hadn't liked anything for a long 
time. Recording most of "Illusions" was an exercise in torture. | should have fucking known at the acoustic show 
we did back in 1987, | thought. Maybe early ‘88. Anyway, he was babbling about playing with U2 and doing 
ballads and sensitive shit. Not that | didn't like ballads and shit, but only up to a point. Axl passed that point, 


and it was evident as far back as that. 


Fame sucked. No one would probably believe that. | mean, it brought money and girls and all that shit, nice 
houses, nice guitars, limos. Yeah, but it fucking destroyed something. | saw the sidewalk blur, and | thought 
about how it used to be when it was the five of us trying to make something, do something. Once it was all 
done and your videos played endlessly on MTV and albums flew off the shelves and you did world tour after 
world tour, then what? In those run down stripper pads we used to crash at, scribbling lyrics and notes to 


songs on the back of pizza boxes, we never asked ourselves what would be next. 


| brushed the tears away. Fucking Axl. He was the only one who could ever make me cry. | wasn't, things 
weren't always what he thought. He thought | was always going against the direction he wanted in the music, 
but | was trying to keep it the way | knew it should be. Some of his shit was cool, | had to admit. | hated 
"Sweet Child O' Mine" from the very first stupid circus riff that started the whole damn thing, but he was 
right. That was the right riff for that song and it was a powerful song. It was the song | blamed for 
everything, though. If it wasn't for that damn song we wouldn't be in this mess, we wouldn't be this bloated, 
off the fucking rails rock group that was about to implode, collapsing under its own weight. 


If it wasn't for that song we'd still be an underground club group, and that would be cool. We only needed LA. 
We didn't need the whole stupid world. But Axl had to insist on that shit, from the ridiculous riff to the Lynard 
Skynard lyrics to all of it. Maybe if MTV had let him have his way with the video he wanted for that song, 
something about drug trafficking and some dead baby filled with heroin, | didn't know. It was hard to always 
listen to his ideas. But instead they had him all dolled up like some maniac angel screeching about ideal shit so 
how could every 13 year-old girl in America not fall in love with him? 


| kicked at the bits of plastic from the demos. Kicked them right toward the gutter. Axl. He thought | pushed 
him to go on that tour when he wasn't well enough to do it, going through all that therapy shit. Maybe it 
seemed like that to him but | pushed for that tour because..well, because without it everything would have 
been over. That tour, as long as we were on tour, we were still somewhat together. We were still somewhat a 
family. | wanted that, | needed to have that, and Axl could be in therapy every hour of every day except for 
the time we were on stage for all | cared. | cared about being on stage, playing the guitar with him screeching 


away next to me. 


| started walking, leaving the pieces of those demos behind. What Axl's problem was, it was that he made 
everything too complicated. He thought about shit that it did no good to think about, like trends in music and 
growing and moving on. Why couldn't he just sing? You know? You couldn't control all that other shit. You 
couldn't control what a bunch of junior high kids in Ohio suddenly decided to like. What did it matter? The music 
wasn't really for them. If other people liked it, cool. If not, screw them. It was for us. It was about us. It had 


been our truth. | just, | wanted to keep it that way and Axl, shit, | didn't know what he wanted to do. 


| was gonna have to leave. | couldn't do this anymore. | loved Axl, | always would. Always. But | also couldn't 
stand him. | couldn't stand anything that came out of his mouth and | couldn't stand anything he did. | couldn't 


stand him and | couldn't understand him, and | knew now that | never could really understand him. 


It was gonna be rough, | knew that. Even though it was for all intents and purposes over and had been for 
years, once it was official Axl would freak. He'd beg me to stay. He wasn't just like that with women. He was 
like that with everybody he considered..part of his life, | guess. He'd beg me to stay. Could | refuse his 
begging? | had never been able to before. That's why we did all those stupid ballads from "Illusions". He begged. 
That's why we did all those stupid overblown fucking million dollar videos. But all his begging couldn't make me 
stay this time or make me do things against my will. Eventually even his beaten to shit girlfriends all left him. 
| felt like that. He just tries to steamroll over you with what he wants, the exact way he wants it. The 
problem is its getting too hard. He's getting too picky, too perfectionistic. 


| brushed the tears away for good and slipped into one of the little clubs where we used to play. If | squinted | 
could still see us up there, Axl with his teased to shit hair, Steven on the drums. Izzy standing quiet on the 
other side of Axl. Man. This sucked. | took my cell phone from my pocket and dialed Axl's number. If the fucker 
didn't pick up I'd just leave a message that | quit on his fucking voicemail. 


"Yeah, hello?" Axl, his deep voice twisting my insides. 


